Meanwhile the nagging went on. I had almost the two weeks of train-
ing. It wasn't a case of getting into condition, I knew. I was in better
condition than either of the office stars.
COMBAT
And the daily practice with the old Colonel had, by now, taught me all
he knew. I don't think it was much because he was a swordsman, not a
boxer. But it might be enough. I could now take care of myself fairly well,
I liked it and began to look forward with some pleasure to the event.
I looked at IsbelPs heavy, prominent nose sometimes and thought—
what a mark! He was a loud-voiced, blond-haired, well-built, conceited
fellow, always keeping up a running fire of jibes and jokes when Mueller
was out. Jaunty. And undoubtedly strong. Gaylord was awkward and
slow, but stronger.
About two months had gone by since I had entered the office and had
steadily minded my own business. But the taunting had grown, and was
quite open now. As the noon rustle began just before the men went out,
I turned to Isbell. 'Boxing this noon?' He looked puzzled. 'Sure. Coming
in to look on?' 'Yes, I might as well,' I said.
4 All right. Why look on? Put on the gloves! We won't hurt you.'
I hesitated. 'You fellows must be pretty close to professionals, practising
in there all the time. But—well, all right. I might as well.'
I saw the look of triumph, winks passing between the office strong men.
The other members of the gang were smiling, but incredulous. I went in
alone. But they had their gang, six or seven of them. Coats, vests and
collars were off. I drew on the gloves—dirty ones. Isbell wanted the first
'crack' at me and put on another pair, also dirty.
I knew nothing about his style, but struck him—on the nose—just as
he fairly got up his guard. The blood came into his face and his blue eyes
went hard and cold. He came after me heavily. I saw he was a slugger.
So I let him slug.
Stopped him, when I could, took it when I had to. Standing up to him
and backing away, continuously drawing him on. He was breathing hard,
rather white. I had taken it easily, good wind anyhow.
The crowd so fresh at first, was a little flat now. Not just what they ex-
pected.
Time!' called Gaylord. Time? Not yet,' I said. This is a one-round
contest,' and I banged Isbell on the nose, hard this time, with my left.
The blood came. First blood for me!
But no applause.
And now Isbell was out for blood. We rushed back and forth, crashing
around the room; the fellows raced out of the way knocking over every-
thing that could come loose. Raging Isbell!
Again I got him on the nose. Soon he was a sight. My lip was cut and
bleeding, but I sucked in the blood and swallowed it. I felt a wonderful
lift. Still had the steam I started with.
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